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All who wish to avail themselves of the present rates 

must hand in their advertisements befor the above date. 
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RETURN OF MINISTER JOHN WELSH. 
HILADELPHIA, Pa.—not Asia Minor— 
was, this week, thrown into a state of 
excitement bordering on the intense, by 
the arrival from Europe of the steamship ‘‘ In- 
diana,” of the American line, with Minister 
John Welsh as a passenger. 

All the prominent citizens of the city were 
on the dock to welcome Mr. Welsh to his native 
shores, after the arduous duties he has per- 
formed; and the importance of the occasion 
was enhanced by the presence of Mr. Pre- 
sident Hayes and Mr. Secretary Evarts. 

Mr. George Washington Childs, A. M., was 
the first to greet the distinguished sugar mer- 
chant, and immediately handed him his choicest 
effort in obituary verse. The poem was ex- 
ceedingly touching, and referred in beautiful 
terms to the untimely demise of some remote 
ancestors of Mr. Welsh, who were left orphans 
at the age of eighty or ninety. Mr. Child’s 
graceful composition also referred to any future 
troubles, in the way of dissolution, that might 
occur in future generations of the Welsh family. 

Mr. PrEsIDENT Hayes rose, and, having 
sucked a loaded orange, which, in deference 
to Mr. Hayes’s taste, had been specially pre- 
pared for the occasion by the chief steward of 
the “‘Indiana,”’ said that it was his painful duty 
to welcome back to the United States its most 
distinguished citizen, the Hon. John Welsh, 
who had been driven from a foreign land by 
his inability to live on a miserable $17,500 a 
year. If vetoes could be utilized for raising 
diplomatic salaries, he (Mr. Hayes) wouldn’t 
hesitate to veto everything in creation. But 
this was not the time to go into political ques- 
tions, more particularly as it had just occurred 
to him that it was the Lord’s Sabbath. He 
once more welcomed Mr. Welsh to the sugar 
and molasses business, which would probably 
enable this gentleman to live more comfortably 
than by running a foreign legation on a mere pit- 
tance, 

Mr. SECRETARY EvarTs expressed his views 
on Mr. Welsh’s return in a lexicographical man- 














ner. His speech on the occasion will be pub- 
lished in book-form. 

MINISTER WELSH, having osculated generally 
and promiscuously, said that he agreed with 
the President that, owing to the fact of its be- 
ing the Holy Sabbath, it would not be a saintly 
a enter deeply into political questions; 
but, in thanking the brilliant assemblage before 
him, he would like to say a few words as to his 


-| reasons for giving up the diplomatic business. 


He knew a great deal more about muscavadoes 
and centrifugals than he did about protocols 
and plenipotentiaries, and his knowledge of 
osculatory practices and Sunday-schools was 
still more extensive. Yet he accepted the 
post because he thought, by the grace of the 
Lord and Secretary Evarts, he might be able 
to live on the salary; for he really could not 
afford te draw any money out of his sugar 
business. The work was exceedingly hard, but 
Heaven had blessed him with strength to ac- 
complish it. He often had to answer as many 
as a dozen inquiries a day as to the cab-fare 
from the Langham Hotel to Charing Cross, 
He was also obliged, for the benefit of visiting 
American citizens, to keep himself posted with 
regard to the departure of trains for Liverpool 
from the North-Western Station, in Euston 
Square. This was difficult to do, and required 
long and careful training; but Heaven had 
helped him along nobly. He was sorry to say 
the British aristocracy didn’t care much about 
sugar; perhaps this was one of the reasons he 
had not succeeded in making himself popular 
with them. But, anyhow, he couldn’t do it on 
$17,500 a year. He had now returned to Phil- 
adelphia, where he intended to devote himself, 
for the remainder of his life, to Sunday-schools, 
Sabbaths and sugar. 

Mr. WELSH, having once more kissed every- 
body all round, allowed his horses to drive him 
to his residence, and the distinguished party 
quietly dispersed with joy in their hearts at hav- 
ing the great saccharine osculator once more 
among them. 








SAMUEL AND CYRUS. 


E are deeply pained to learn that the 

breach between Mr. Tilden and Mr. 

Field is wider than ever. Mr. Field 

will not forgive Mr. Tilden for selling out his 

Elevated Railroad stock as soon as Mr. Fieid’s 

back was turned on Sandy Hook, and barreling 

a million of dollars by the tfansaction, and Mr, 

Tilden will not forgive Field for kicking up a 
row about it. 

It is really deplorable that two such distin- 
oo men should fall out and chide and 

ght about so trivial a matter. It isa very bad 
example to the rising generation. The hero of 
wrecked railroads and the hero of ocean tele- 
graphy ought to agree in their little nests, and 
leave quarreling to prominent Senators and 
mill-owners in a chronic state of “ bust-up- 
edness.” 

We would strongly advise Mr. Tilden, if he 
has any aspirations to the Presidency, to lose 
no time in holding out the olive branch to Mr. 
Field. He may lose his election if he doesn’t; 
for who knows that the New England, coarse- 
grained texture of Mr. Field may not cause him 
to forbid Tilden voters from traveling on the 
Elevated Road on the day of the Presidential 
eléction—and then where would Tilden be? 

The rough-and-tumble life and struggles of 
Mr. Field in his early career ought, in the hour 
of his prosperity, when he entertains earls and 
hob-nobswith dukes, to exercise a softening in- 
fluence on his character, and induce him to ac- 
cept Mr. Tilden’s overtures, and kiss and make 
it up like good boys. 

And then Mr. Tilden may be President, after 
all. 





Purkerings. 
TmpEN and I are out—C, Field. 


It strikes us that Captain Webb ought to 
swim out. 


Down South they call it the Yazoological 
system of argument. 


THE great American shot-gun is having a 
little boom all by itself. 


Boyton and Barrett, of Sing Sing, ought to 
have a paddling match. 


PHYSICIANS say that abscess does not make 
the heart grow stronger. 


THEY draw quicker, and with more effect, 
in Yazoo than in the average State lottery. 


A SHEET-IRON candidate is what the Re- 
publican party wants for the Yazoo district. 


THE only trouble with Mr. Langfeldt, of 
Philadelphia, seems to be that he got caught. 


Corsin has declared war on the dogs. This 
is leaving the children of Canaan for the chil- 
dren of canines. 


M. Got has presented the members of the | 
dramatic profession in London with a testi- 
monial of pure taffy. 


SomE one of these natatorial idiots will beat 
in a swimming match straight across Jordan, 
go as you please, the next thing we know. 


THE shock of earthquake, last week, was a 
desperate effort of the North American conti- 
nent to shake off Senator David Davis. Un- 
successful, 


KinGsLey said that nothing could so sadden 
the heart as the tender pathos of one of Mrs, 
Browning’s sonnets. Kingsley evidentiy never 
ran up against a washing bill. 


THERE és a terrible state of financial de- 
pression in England. Five scions of the British 
aristocracy are to arrive on the*next Cunarder 
—all on the strictly matrimonial. 


New Hampsuire is gaul darned if she’s go- 
ing to be shoved out of the van of progress. 
An association of wealthy merchants is being 
formed to export doughnuts to England. 


Why will the Zvening Post spell programme 
without the final me? Programme is all very 
nice and respectable; but program looks like a 
disease, or a beastly intestine, or something of 
that sort. It’s a fearful word to gaze at. 


It was Longfellow who remarked that 
*¢ The Sun is bright, the air is clear, 
The darting swallows soar and sing—” 
But few know that he sent in a bill to Mr. 
C. A. Dana: 


To 1 notice (poetical) 
10% off for cash. 


Every paper likes to be powerful, and to 
wield a great influence; but, really, we didn’t 
mean to overdo it so terribly in our cartoon of 
last week. Here’s the whole Catholic Church 
taken right into camp by our pictorial argument, 
refusing to bury a man because he was a Free- 
Mason. We appreciate the compliment which 
the Roman Church pays us; but this is undue 
zeal, we must say. 
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A GREAT ADVERTISING DODGE. 


E have all of us heard of those shifty 
fellows who, at times, in fiction and 
in real life, being involved with their 

creditors, get themselves dead and buried, and 
frequently attend their own funerals. ‘This 
little game has also been played by holders of 
life insurance policies, and when the doubting- 
Thomases of the companies open the sacred 
coffin, a cargo of bricks, not bones, is found 
therein. 

But, if there is anything in circumstantial 
evidence, a ghastlier joke than any of these 
above alluded to, has recently been played 
upon the American public and the rest of the 
world; and we propose to make our brief of 
the case, as the facts appear to us. 

Many years ago, an Irishman emigrated to 
these shores and started a dry-goods shop. He 
was successful because he advertised; he adver- 
tised so successfullee that soon he was the ruler 
of the whole armee of dry-goods dealers, little 
and big, wholesale and retail. He erected a 
marble palace, and another, and another, and 
he was King of Cottons and Woolens. 

But by-and-bye other dry-goods palaces 
reared themselves against the sky; they were 
not whited sepul—palaces, we mean; they were 
content with being of brown stone or iron or 
brick; and much business was done therein, 
whereat the King of Cotton and Woolen swore 
in Irish and Greek, and advertised more, and 
consulted with a judge learned in the law as to 
how he could increase trade. And the learned 
judge said: ‘‘ Perhaps we advertise too tamely. 
The people are not interested when they read: 
“ATS will sell a fine line of Zulu camel’s-hair 
shoestrings at 2 cents a dozen.” We must in- 
terest the public; get up a sensation. Lemme 
see—suppose you die.” 


An old crow sat on a hickory tree, 
I winked at him and he winked at me. 


That explains the little pantomime which im- 
mediately took place between the K. of C. and 
W. and the L. J. The former died, and im- 
mediately all the daily papers announced that 
dry-goods would be sold cheaper than ever at 
the old shop. But only for a while; and then 
more sensational advertising was necessary. 
The dead man got mad; he waxed wroth, and 
the learned judge invented those noble sensa- 
tions of inviting ladies into a “‘Woman’s Home” 
with welcoming hands; while with a mulish 
kick in the rear he drove them, pell-mell, out 
of the back-door; and setting up a nose-guage 
at a Saratoga tavern by which a large portion 
of the great bankers and merchants of the 
country were denied admission thereto. But 
even this did not stir up trade; when a happy 
thought struck ’em, and they stole the “‘body”’! 
Great Jeeerusha! how the tape and pins and 
buttons, ‘‘ for three cents a dozen,” did go! 
The daily papers, although they didn’t know it, 
were daily advertising the concern. Nobody 
from Skeneateles, Hohokus or Penn Yann, 
came to the city without buying something 
from the store “‘where the man kep’ which his 
body was stole, my dear.” 

But,.in time, even this sensation slumbered 
like other nine-days’ wonders, and business fell 
off. Une marble palace was dismantled, and 
it was found something mus¢ done. ‘The press 
was roped in, and skirmishers were sent out to 
“feel” if the nose-guage could be played again. 
This falling flat, a Big sensation, with a big, 
big B, was started; fac-simile letters came from 
Montreal; coffin-plates and handles, pieces of 
velvet, false teeth, etc., were placed on file at 
police headquarters, and the clerks and sales- 
men of the learned judge and the “‘body”’ were 
instructed to prepare to do a rushing trade, 

. Alas, it came not. ‘The iron and brick and 
brown-stone dry-goods houses seemed to be 





getting all the trade, and even this latest sensa- 
tion has fallen flatter than the others, 

And just here Puck would moralize for a mo- 
ment. What’s the use of a man “dying” to 
make more money? ‘The Irish emigrant we 
have referred to was Happier when he kept him- 
self alive. He could have his corned-beef and 
ortolans; his cabbage and Chambertin regularly 
every day. He was a little off-color in the mat- 
ter of affection, and it is on record that he 
never sang ‘‘ No one to love, none to carress;” 
but if he didn’t want friends, and only wanted 
food, drink and pictures, why, he had all he 
wanted. He should have been content, as was 
the rest of the world; instead whereof he al- 
lows himself to be handled by a judge—learned 
in the law, perhaps—but a dunce in the dry- 
goods business, and altogether too loud and 
risky in his ideas of sensational advertising. 

We therefore advise our party of the first 
part to discharge his learned judge, come to 
life again, tie on his apron, and resume busi- 
ness at the old stand. 








ANOTHER! 








Latest Addition to the National Collection of 
Broken Statuary. 








SHAKSPERE STUDIES. 


MacseTH—Act I, 





How valuable fire-wood must have been in 
Macbeth’s time is shown by the. expression: 
‘‘ Thane of cord or two.” [Sc. 3. 





THERE were giants in Duncan’s time em- 
ployed in the army: “Stout Noah, weighing 
ranks” is referred to. [Sc. 3. 





THE witches told Macbeth to “hail’”—and 
he reigned. ([Sc. 3. 





BaSE-BALL rules were changed in Duncan’s 
time and it was established that: ‘‘ Fair is foul, 
and foul is fair.” (Sc. 1. 





Tuat cricketers were manfully indifferent 
to the weather is evident from the line: ‘‘4 over, 
through the fog and filthy air.” (Sc. 1. 





ScoTLanp held a pair of kings; Duncan and 
‘* Mark, king of Scotland.” [Sc. 2. 





Tuar slaves were sold at auction is proved 
by a reference to the master o’ the Tiger as a 
“man for bid.” ([Sc. 3. 

JouN ALBRO. 


OUR LOTTERY SYSTEM. 


T is unpleasant for a man who has a re- 
gard for his own compatriots to be 
obliged to write down any considerable 

portion of them as asses; but that does seem 
to be forced upon the observer of the daily 
newspapers—he who notices the very great 
prosperity of the Lotteries which are periodi- 
cally ‘‘drawn”’ in certain southern and western 
States. 

The extremely gorgeous offices and the more 
than gorgeously attired clerks, cashiers and 
flunkies generally; together with the very ex- 
pensive columns of advertising in all the great 
journals are proof that the genus Ass among us 
is greater than one would believe from study- 
ing the physiognomies of the passers-by in any 
of our thoroughfares, 

Some years ago one of our esteemed con- 
temps. used to publish under -the caption of 
‘The Fool Fishers” certain experiences of 
parties who purchased boxes of saw-dust, cheap, 
fancying they were purchasing counterfeit 
money. But even then, our contemp. could 
only fish up about two “ Fools” a month. 

Whereas, the Lotteries catch them in shoals. 
Mackerel fishing is nothing to the way they do 
it. A half column of canoodling figures, the 
names of several half-dead-and-alive generals, 
the promise to “draw” on a certain date, 
whether or no, and the donkeys rush in with 
their dollars. 

But who draw the prizes? Any dear don- 
key will tell you. It is advertised in the great 
dailies, along-side of all the nasty patent medi- 
cines. Ministers without churches and un- 
known to any classis or diocese; printers of 
some unknown country journal; and ‘Mrs, 
Mack, a poor widow, of 5552 Chambers Street, 
Boston,” (which number existeth not) give their 
certificates that they drew $30.000, $15.000, 
$10.000, as the case may be. But did you, 
reader, ever draw, or personally know anybody 
who ever did draw a big prize? If so, you are 
one among a million; and if se, (again) please 
investigate, and ascertain if the fortunate prize 
winner is not a sister or a cousin or an aunt of 
the people who run the lottery. 

As a financial operation the whole system 
shows its fraudulency; there is not margin 
enough above the prizes promised, if fairly 
paid, to meet the tremendous expenses of rent, 
salaries, advertising and agencies. Any school- 
boy, who can do his sums in arithmetic could 
tell his daddy so; and the home would be hap- 
pier and better provided for, if he could per- 
suade the “‘old man” of the fact. 

But still the donkeys rush on to dump their 
dollars into the Lottery maw; the home and 
the honest industries of the country suffer; 
rich thieves become richer and poor workers 
poorer; and when, once in a while, a man who 
has been investing his monthly dollar for years 
happens to draw a ten dollar prize, he rejoices 
—all his friends rejoice—the honesty of the 
Lottery men is proved! 

And many more donkeys invest many more 
dollars! 








ConunpRuM. — When a woman carefully 
slides out of bed in the dead of night, and by 
the pale light of the moon goes through her 
husband's pockets, why does she always take 
the small change and leave the bills? Answer— 
Because she doesn’t. 





Banc! Bang!—‘‘Aha!” cried Tom and Jack. - 
*« J got him then! A splendid canvas-back.” 
“* You got him? Not a bit.” 
“Twas J who made the hit.” 
“‘ Charley, whose bird is it ?” 
‘¢ Your claims, my boys, are equally absurd; 





’Twas simply fright that killed the bird.” 
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4. ll. 44. 


AM a very quiet man, 


¢ I have no taste for idle rambling. 
I’m moral; and I never can 


Stand gambling. 


I worship not the Golden Calf, 
Contentment dwells within my wicket, 
Yet now and then I take a half 
A ticket. 


I think the names the things enhance: 
For instance—call keramics pottery— 
You'd hate them, like that game of chance, 
The Lottery. 


But I don’t-say the horrid word— 
I wrap it up in pretty phrases. 
It sounds like Autumn noises heard 

Through hazes. 


It is not gambling—oh, dear, no! 
It’s a “* contingent combination.” 

Gambling! I wouldn’t hazard so 
Salvation. : 


I know I’ve staked a lively sum— 
I scarcely know if I shall clear it. 
I've drawn no prize yet—but I’ve come 
Quite near it. 


Why, once, when the Kant-take-it drew— 
I think that it was last December— 

I made five dollars—within ‘wo, 
Remember! 


I very nearly had it then. 
And once, in ’66 or ’7, 

Thad 1010. Zhe Prize was 10 
II. 


I think there is no need to laugh. 

My number's good—I always pick it. 
You see, it’s safe to buy a half 

A ticket. 








A NEW DEPARTURE, 


Tue Dear AND DuMB AND THE INSANE TO BE 
CurED, — THE PoLicE DEPARTMENT 
TO BE UTILIZED. 


ies makes a suggestion: The next Le- 
gislature should amend the charter by 
giving the Police Department enlarged 
powers. 


Let there be a new Bureau in the Police, 


Department, the purpose of which will be to 
restore hearing and speech to the deaf and 
dumb, and healthy mental acticn to idiots and 
insane persons. 

‘* But how is this to be effected?” inquire the 
curious and skeptical public? 

Let us review the premises. In generations 
past there have been hundreds of instances re- 
corded of mules kicking deaf and dumb people, 
sometimes nearly fracturing their skulls, but 
miraculously restoring their faculties of speech 
and hearing. Idiots have fallen from top story 
windows, lunatics have been struck with cow- 
catchers, and reason has been re-enthroned. 
These wonderful instances are multiplied ad 
infinitum in the daily and weekly press. 

Why not try a more human method of accom- 
plishing the same result ? 

Why not utilize the police? How much 
better it would be to tip the patient a gentle 
clubbing to give him life and light and speech 
again. Besides, consider the pleasure it would 
afford the liveried manipulator. Further, the 
method would save a vast amount of time in 
the school of practice and enable the expert to 





deal more effectively with patients not afflicted 
with other misfortunes than mere drunken- 
ness, and the like. 

Let the experiment be tried. If a dumb 
person cannot be readily found the cases of 
Sprague and Conkling would afford good illu- 
strations. A careful trial with Count Joannes 
and G. F, Train would be the best test as to re- 
storing mental capacity—if there is such a 
thing as brains at all. Some minds are simply 
dormant ; some completely paralyzed ; and there 
are said to be cases where there is an utter 
lack of the mental material. We doubt 
whether the most vigorous application of the 
new method would be effective in the latter 
case, but if faithfully tried and found successful 
with the individuals above-named, there would 
be no doubt of curing the most desperate cases. 

By all means, let the new Bureau be esta- 
blished at once. We nominate Capt. Williams 
as the chef of such Bureau! 








LA CREME DES CHRONIQUES. 


WHAT THE WITS OF DE BLIN HAVE TO SAY 
IN THEIR PAPERS. . 


‘‘ Beware of the women,” said a worthy 
Pére to the hero of many a scandal. 

** Yes,” replied the old sinner, ‘‘I am always 
on the lookout for them.” 


‘* What may your age be?” a census-taker 
asked an unmarried lady who had evidently 
seen sO many seasons that she looked unseason- 
able. 

‘* Really, sir,” she answered, “I haven’t the 
faintest recollection of my birth, and I don’t 


. believe others’ testimony as to its date.” 


‘* Well,” added the impertinent fellow, as he 
walked away, “if you were younger than you 
appear to be, I might press you for a definite 
answer to a question of a different kind.” 


A MEDICAL authority says that Mayor Coup- 
aire’s lights are unsound. The people of this 
city discovered that fact long ago, and not by 
any scientific means, either. 


‘* HussiE, dear,” remarked a loving wife, ‘‘I 
cannot imagine how you manage to live, you 
eat so lightly at home.” 

‘* My darling, I hope you do not intend to 
cultivate your imagination ?”’ 


PEDDLER—“ M-a-t-c-h-e-s!”’ 

Gentleman —‘‘ Matches are made in Hea- 
ven,” 

Peddler—‘“‘ M-i-n-e a-i-n’t.”’ 


“Au, Patrice!” said a nobleman to his gar- 
dener, ‘‘you are watering the flowers too much.” 

“And, sure, if I gave them liquor,” replied 
Patrice, who knew that his master was fond of 
the glass, and. bore nasal evidence of that fond- 
ness, ‘‘ they might come up gin-blossoms, and 
I don’t think my lady wants more than one of 
that kind in the place.” 

Pairice is looking for a situation; references 
neither given nor required—by Patrice. 


Leo C. Evans. 








Miss ANALINE DE FLUKEyY, at Saratoga— 
“ Chawles, why don’t you take a glass of Con- 
gress ?” 

Chawles:—‘“‘ I don’t like mineral water.” 

Miss de Flukey—“ And if your breath is 
wr d criterion, you don’t like the other kind 
either,” 


-Spain and France. 





PUCK’S HISTORY OF OIRELAND. 


(Compiled from the Posthumous Notes of the late Pro- 
fessor Dennis McBallywhack of Maynooth.) 


CHAPTER XL. 


Tue Irish Exopus—How THEY ExopEp— 
FRANCE—AMERICA—UNTRUSTWORTHY His- 
TORIANS—SOME Facts. 


During all these exciting scenes through 
which the Oirish people were obliged to pass, 
in order to found a Nation for theniselves, 
they had naturally been in a great sweat; and 
after exuding so much they determined to 
exode. In other words, to imitate the darkeys 
of future generations and get up a big exodus 
on their own account. With a truly Oirish 
logic they seem to have peopled Oireland only 
to depopulate it; and the devoted love they 
boast they entertain for Oireland they evinced 
by leaving it. At first they showed a noble 
impartiality in their distribution of themselves 
over the face of the globe; “‘ wan counthry,” 
they said, ‘‘is as good as another, ay, an’ a dom 
soight betther!” But as years went on there 
grew up in the Oirish heart a deadly hatred of 
America and of the institutions upon which 
this Republic was founded; since which time 
the Oirish exodus has been almost exclusively 
directed towards these shores. It is claimed 
that they have been of great service to the 
United States; that if they built our jails and 
almshouses, they filled them also; that if they 
made our railways, they made them very badly, 
and arguments like these are held up to prove 
the patriotism of the Oirish race to America. 
But, I am proud to say, the facts easily disprove 
this. In this country Oireland’s exoders have 
gone into politics. Did the Oirish immigrants 
into France, Spain, or China, interfere wid the 
governments of thuse countries? No, begorra; 
and it was because they were fond of China, 
Here, on the contrary, 
they have mixed up in politics to that degree 
begorra that very many Americans would as 
soon handle coal-tar as to be mixed up in 
political matters. In old times it used to be 
said that every American was a “ Colonel;” 
now, every Irish-American is either an “‘Assim- 
blyman ” or a “‘ Sinator”—more power to him! 

The Oirish also exoded considerably to Eng- 
land, but, not being skilled as tamers of wild 
beasts, they have been kept in some decent 
subjection by the united efforts of the British 
lion, the British bull, and the British bull-dog; 
not to speak of the Unicorn, which the Oirish 
envy, as wherever. he goes he always has a 
“horn ” handy to his mouth. 

It has been said that the Oirish also exoded 
to Germany ; that Gambrinus is only a German 
spelling of the name Shaun O’Brien; and that 
even Bismarck himself is Oirish, as may be seen 
in his fighting propensities; but as the Germans 
are famous for getting money and not spending 
it, whereas the Oirish—God bless ’em!-~spend 
money widout getting it, we take it for granted 
that the Celts, in their exodus, left Germany 
severely alone. 

Such is the hatred towards Oireland of con- 
temporaneous historians that it is difficult to 
find accurate data as to the actual settlements 
of the exoders; and even Jules Verne, in his 
Liistory of the First Empire, omits to state that 
Napoleon Bonaparte was born in Cork; while 
as to Christopher Columbus there are those 
living among us who would rather have him a 
Dutchman than acknowledge that he was Oirish. 

However, the Oirish did exode; they will 
continue to exode, and if their next fancy 
points to the direction of the North Pole, may 
success attend them. May they go there in 
ship-loads, in scow-loads; and, when some future 
explorer visits the realm of eternal snow and - 
ice, may he find millions in it. 
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TRODDLEDUMS, THE SIMIAN. 





EAWARD blown by favoring gales, 
Troddledums left his native vales; 
And the wind that blew him forth 
Blew him to the west and north. 
Blew him, with his captor tar, 

To the land where white men are— 
Where the flag of freedom waves, 
And (see cut,) this barber shaves. 





All to get his hirsute crop 

Mowed, unto the barber’s shop 
The plougher of the ocean comes, 
Taking with him Troddledums, 
And the latter’s airy grace, 

Pretty ways and beauteous face, 
And his tail’s prehensile art, 

Won the barber’s tender heart, 





So he bought our hero, saying: 
‘** Dainty pet—his jovial playing 
Will amuse, my nautical sir, . 
Me and the casual customer.” 
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Now is Troddledums domiciled 
With a master meek and mild. 





But this master oft would go 
To his private studio, 

There he did concoct pomades— 
There he wove fictitious braids 














And while so employed, one day, 
Came a countryman that way— 
An immigrant from far-off lands, 
With his knit-cap in his hands. 





PART IIL. 





Sat he down within the chair; 
Showed a wilderness of hair, 
Much in need of barbering— 
On his back see Troddledums spring; 





And commence to put him through 
As he’d seen the barber do. 





Scarce the scissors can he steer, 
And he nips the patient's ear. 


Wnereat that patient says a word 
Ne’cr in good society heard. 


While, his shoulders standing higher on, 
Troddledums uses the curling-iron. 














Making the sore ear smoke and hiss 
With an effect much like to this. 





Then, with head plunged in the basin, 
Moaned the immigrant: ‘‘Alas!” 
And the monkey stood grimacin’ 
At himself in the looking-glass. 









And he said: ** None love me here. 
I will slide out.” 
And he slid. 





[More hereafter.} 
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TWENTY MINUTES IN THE WHITE 
MOUNTAINS. 


WHITE MOounTAINS, Aug 20th, 1879. 
Dear Mr. Puck: ‘ 


Your foreign correspondent is on the top of 
Mount Washington to-night for sure. Only the 
wealthy can come here. Coney Island may do 
for the impecunious denizens of New York and 
Brooklyn, and even Jews may visit its sea-girt 
shores; but only the most intensely wealthy can 
scoop this in. 

I write this to you now, not so much for the 

of apprising the world at large where 
I have been (although an ulterior design of 
that sort may possibly underlie the other osten- 
sible intent), as to warn the future tourist of 
the dangers that may befall him, and to point 
out the most delightful features of the trip. 

To get a coup dil of the whole thing, as 
it were, the tourist should leave Boston by the 
Eastern Road, which passes the historic towns 
of Portsmouth, Newburyport, Salem, &c., and, 
by a graceful curve to the left, carries you off 
te North Conway, and then you plunge at once 
into the midst of the most bewilderingly ro- 
mantic scenery which the imagination of the 
most idealistic poetic or artistic dreamer of 
things esthetic ever dwelt upon—fare, $6.00. 

After skirmishing with a few of the prelimi- 
nary hills and mountains, you suddenly find 
yourself in 


eee 


/ 


Tue Notcs, 


of which the above is a very clever picture. 
The little joggle on the left is the railway, and 
the picturesque object upon it is the train on 
which I sat and looked out of the windows, 
and gazed down into the valleys, and up into 
the azure skies, and drank in the whole magni- 
ficent panorama, and sighed and gasped and 
opened my mouth and stared with wonder at 
all the beauty of this grand, moving, living, 
real, actual picture. 

Away below in the valley you can see the 
tiny silver thread of the winding stream; the 
tortuous stage-road, once the only route for 
travelers through this region; the waving for- 
ests, and here and there a farm-house and a 





fragment of arable land or cultivated garden, 
and you wonder to yourself how people can 
live down there, and how much they get for 
cabbages and potatoes. They ought to bring 
a good price, surely, when raised amid such 
disadvantageous surroundings. 

Then, glancing upward, as the train still 
whirls you on, you see the lofty, rugged peaks 
punching holes through the skies and wrapping 
the clouds about them to keep their noses 
warm; and then you lean back in your seat 
and shut your eyes and wonder if you will meet 
Brown at Fabyan’s, and what-your chances are 
of borrowing fifty dollars of him, in case you 
run short. Most likely he will be short, too. 
That is usually the “‘confounded luck” in “‘such 
cases made and provided,” to use legal techno- 
logy. 

Somehow all the guide-books seem to be la- 
mentably deficient in information about the 
very things that the weary, cheated, chiseled 
and hungry tourist most wants to know. They 
give you the rates of fare at all the hotels 
where you don’t want to stop, and speak in 
glowing terms of their merits and capacities, 
but when it comes to Fabyan’s, Crawford’s, and 
the other crack hotels in that neighborhood, 
they are as silent as a Coney Island clam. 

These hotels, or rather their proprietors, take 
advantage of this somewhat singular omission, 
and “tuck it on,’’ sometimes rather freely, I 
am inclined to think. 

Now a map something like this would be in- 
valuable to a tourist who hasn’t got an account 
in a Montreal bank. 


Beecher’s T win Mountain FHouse. 
Vv 


0) 


“- 


$5.00 Mt. Wash’ton R. R. 


) Sur mit Honze, 
$6.00 $6.00 


Profile House. 
oO 
$16.00 


Crawford’s 
ce) 
$50.00 


Map. 


I do not vouch for the accuracy of the above 
figures, but do not think they are far out of the 
way. 

It would be well also to advise the uninitiated 
traveler, who may not know all the ropes, to 
bring along, not only his overcoat and arctics, 
but his wife and family, his check-book, bonds, 
stocks, deeds and mortgages. 

Don’t omit the ascent of Mt. Washington by 
the M. W.-Railway. The fare is $6.00 to go 
up from Fabyan’s and return, or $3.00 and 
stay up there, or come down a-foot, or by 
stage, or jump off, if you prefer it that way. 
66% cents a mile may seem like pretty steep 
fare, but you should remember that everything 
is steep out there, even the mountains; and it 
is an open question, which is the steepest, the 


Mt. Washington Railway or the fare to go up |. 


on it. When I get a month off some time, I 
will go into the figures and find out for my own 
satisfaction. 

Cold? 

Well, rather/ 

Fancy fifty shivering passengers hovering 
around a hot coal fire on the twentieth of Au- 
gust, and the wind blowing at the rate of sev- 
enty miles an hour! Mercury, 32 degrees! 

H’m! I guess so. 

You ought to see the dogs on Mt. Washing- 
ton. Not a spear of hair on their backs. All 
blown clear off. There is one cat at the signal 
station. Hair all gone. Sometimes, when the 
wind gets up to 180 miles an hour, it blows 


-there. 





everything and everybody that is not chained 
and bolted down clean off into the bottom of 


5 Oe 
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TUCKERMAN’S RAVINE. 


You can fancy the force of the wind up in 
this exposed locality when you see the heaps 
and rows and piles of rocks, boulders, gneiss, 
granite, feldspar, thrown together like swaths 
of grass, where they have lain since when? 

Well, let some other geologist figure that pro- 
blem out, for I haven’t time. 

A daily paper, called ‘‘ Among the Clouds,” 
and edited by Henry M. Burt, is published on 
the summit of Mt. Washington during the sum- 
mer season, and is one of the most interesting 
features of that locality, especially to the tourist 
who has the pardonable vanity of wishing to 
see his name in print, as one of the wealthy 
few who can afford to come up there and stay 
over night without calling a meeting of his 
creditors. 

Six dollars a day is nothing to a man who 
owns a Montreal bank, or even a Mississippi 
steamboat; nor is it so very much to the hotel 
proprietors, when it is considered that their 
harvest lasts only about three months in the 
year, and that the expense of bringing all the 
requisites for hotel-keeping up to that giddy 
height is very ‘‘ considerable.” So do not under- 
stand me as finding fault, for I am not, by any , 
means. 

In the morning the tourist can go down 
again to Fabyan’s. And here let me caution 
him not to pronounce this word ‘ Fab-yans,” 
but “‘ Fay-byans,” else he will be at once set 
down as a novice, and laughed to scorn by 
the old veteran habitués. 

From Fabyan’s to Beecher’s Twin Mountain 
House is only some five miles, and, if your 
money holds out, you can go by rail, otherwise 
you can walk. 

Mr. Beecher had not arrived when I was 
We couldn’t both be away at the same 
time. He is expected momentarily, however, 
and then the usual circus will begin. 

If Adirondack Murray — but never mind 
about that now. Life is too short. 


Yours Mountaineously, 
EPHRAIM MUGGINS. 


Me fy Yy 
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STRATEGY. 


THIRSTY tramp reclined 
Beneath a friendly shade, 
Imbibing—in his mind— 
r A-whiskeyed lemonade. 


av + S2\K stranger passing by 
: Ree “ Paused—as who would not?— 
RE? : . 
“,. ¢, Po gaze with longing eye 
Ss tak On that cool, shady spot. 


““* Sir,” the tramp exclaimed, 
*¢ Be seated in the shade.” 

The stranger, tired, lamed, 
Right willingly obeyed. 


. A. little time they spent wi ee 
) Sein friendly smoke and chat, “"" "~*~ 
., ach told the way he went, . gid y 

ne ° 5 Alis mission, and all that. 9° 
“Our shady hero eyed 

The youth around about, 
And from his breast descried 

A bottle sticking out. 


** What, do my eyes déceive,” 
He cried, ‘‘ unhappy boy, or 
Do I a flask perceive 
Containing the destroyer? 
/ 


“A friendly warning take: 
Beware of drink, I pray, 

The poisoned cup forsake— 
Throw that vile stuff away. 


**Oh, friend, let me beseech, 
Pause in your mad career—” 
He faltered in his speech | 
And dropped a silent tear. 


You're perched upon the edge; 
Be mine the pleasant task 

To save you. Sign the pledge— 
GIVE ME THE FATAL FLASK!” 


The stranger realized 
The danger he was in, 
His folly now dispised, 
He handed out the gin, 


‘¢Oh, thanks!” exclaimed the tramp, 
‘¢]’ve saved you from the brink— 
Oh, Lord! I’ve got a cramp!” 
With that he took a drink. 


He finished what was in 
The flask with eager quickness. 
‘¢ There’s nothing, sir, like gin, 
In case of sudden sickness,” 
FRANK I, CLARKE. 








THE PHRENOLOGICAL PERIPATETIC. 
“Th HAVE been thirty-five years a phren- 
ologist,” said he, as he entered the 
office; ‘feel your head for ten cents, 
and give you a chart, showin’ jes’ what you’re 
good for.” 

It was early in the morning, and there was 
but one man in the office. He was a quiet young 
man, wearing the solemn air that befits a re- 
imed ‘bachelor, yet with something 
of the-fire of umbridled youth still twinkling in 
the south-east corner of his left eye. 

“*Do you want to feel my head?” he asked. 

“Only ten cents, and a chart,” said the 
practising phrenologist. 

‘* Will you risk the chances ?”’ the young man 
inquired, warningly. 

“‘T am, sir,” was the dignified response of 
the person in the gray beard and ditto linen 
duster, ‘‘a practising phrenologist of over thirty- 
five years’ experience.” 

“Then fire ahead,” said the subject, seating 
himself on a cuspidor, so as to bring his head 
within convenient range of the practising phren- 
ologist. 

‘‘Wait a minute, sir. I want you first to 


understand my system. For ten cents I feel 
your head and give you a chart—if you'll 
kindly hear me through, sir! I don’t propose 
to commence no scientific examination while 
you hold them inadequate ideas of yourn. 
Phrenology, sir, is a great science—make no 
mistake. I’ve ben a-practising it thirty-five 
years, and l’ve got it down fine—just about. 
No guess-work here, I want you to understand 
that before we begin. Now, then, sir, if you’re 
ready.” 


the young man’s head. 

‘* First on our chart is AMATIVENESS. Ama- 
tiveness, sir, is love of the opposite sex—women, 
you understand. I am obliged, sir, to put your 
amativeness down as /arge. You are lascivious, 
supersensual and voluptuous. 

. “Tam, am I?” said the young man. 

“‘ You am—are, I should say. To proceed. 
Next we come to PHILOPROGENITIVENESS, Or 
parential attachment.” 

“‘Eh?” said the young man. 

‘Parential attachment, or love for children. 
Now, sir, I mark you very smail/, You have no 
feeling for children. Ain’t I got it?” 

‘“‘The question,” replied the young man, 
after a pause, “is unparliamentary—and pre- 
mature. Proceed with your manipulations.” 

‘We now reach,” said the practicing phreno- 
logist, “‘ADHESIVENEsS. You are as faithful 
in love as Joseph, Leander or Desdemona. 
Now, you needn’t suggest that that team don’t 
hitch together. That’s the way they’re down 
in my book, and:I’m a practising phrenologist 
of thirty-five year’s standing. Then there’s 
INHABITATIVENESS. You are large there—like 
a cat.” 

‘“‘T move next week,” interrupted the young 
man. 

‘‘Are you impeaching the grand basic truths 
of phrenology by gitting bounced out of your 
boarding-house ?” sarcastically inquired the man 
in the gray duster. ‘‘You din’t. Let us pass 
to CoNCENTRATIVENESS. There you are small. 
—You are fond of variety—” 

‘“‘Shows!”” was the addition of the subject. 
The old man did not heed it. 

“If you were large on concentrativeness, 
you would be inclined to delve into the incom- 
prehensibility of transmigration, as I have it 
here in the chart. I get these charts at whole- 
sale rates from Faulkner and Pumps—know 
*em?—the boss phrenologists—leading house 
in the line. Now, here’s COMBATIVENESS. 
You're a blazing hereafter on combativeness. 
As my chart says: ‘ You join the lightning of 
Pascal to the thunderbolts of Tacitus.’ ”’ 

‘I suppose I couldn’t live with my mother- 
in-law?” ventured the young man. 

‘No, sir. Ten thousand such men as you 
would defy a legion of paynium.” 

“Of what.” 

“Of paynium. Paynium means heathen. On 
ALIMENTIVENESS you’re very large. You make 
a god—a darned idol, of your digestive organs, 
But your ACQUISITIVENEsS is the boss. Wealth, 
eminence and integrity are legibly inscribed 
on your head.” 

‘The deuce they are!” 

““Yes. Now on SELF-RESPECT you’re only 
moderate. You are apt to under-rate yourself 
—you are too diffident.” 

‘Gospel truth!” said the young man. 

“While on CONSCIENTIOUSNESS you are /arge 
—even very large. You may leave a name, 
to quote the book, as grand and ancient as the 

yramids.” 

“I rather think the pyramids have got the 
start on me,” the subject remarked. 

‘‘ Here is Hope,” said the philosopher in the 
duster. ‘“‘ Here you are large. You ‘walk with 
a wild, unequal, wandering step.’”’ 


‘It’s a slander,” said the other, “I stay at 


And his fingers danced like lightning over} 





“‘SECRETIVENESS with you is only average, 
You are candid, open, communicative, agree- 
able and sociable.” 
**So are you.” 
He took no notice, going on: “Yet your 
MARVELOuSNEsS is small, You are ‘very skep- 
tical and hard to convince.” BENEVOLENCE, how- 
ever, is your strong hold. You are munificent 
LC eee to a fault, and of an unbounding 
Y~ 4 

On nothing,” said the young man. 

“TOEALITY ': a buster a head, sir. 
You have large Ideality—‘brilliant and excur- 
sive’ imagination—poetic fervor.” ‘This, with 
your SUBLIMITY, which is also heavy, leads you 
to become enrapt—you ‘live in dreams and 
revery—you are given to soaring’—that’s what 
you are. I may add that ‘ your name should 
be written in starry coronals.’” 

‘‘This is bad for the business,” murmured 
the young man. 

“You have the imitative faculty high, also, 
You are eminently adapted for the drama—” 

“‘ From the French.” 

“¢*You would astonish and alarm the aujence,’ 
according to the book.” 

**T should—I should!” 

‘But your MirTHFULNEsS is fearful small. 
You have absolutely no sense of humor.” 

** None.” 

‘* Wherez your Inpryrpvaity is full, You 
have good observing powers,” 

‘* So has an owl,”’ was the subject’s comment. 
‘‘ What have observing powers got to do with 
Individuality, anyway ?” 

*« They’re down in the book under that head- 
ing, young man; and it ain’t for you nor for 
me to go to shakin’ up the grand basic truths 
of phren—” 

‘Oh, go ahead!” interrupted the gentleman 
on the cuspidor,:: i . 

“Twas going t0.say that I’d ben a-prac- 
tising on that'system for thirty-five years, and 
—well, your FoRM is*very large. You ‘might 
paint equal to Nature or Zeuxis,’ On Locaity 
you’re not ‘so good; still, you seldom get lost 
—you can generally find your way. That’s 
full—” 

“‘ When full,” said the subject. 

“« TunE—well, tune is large—large a little 
inclinin’ towards average.” 

‘¢ Thank you,” the young man said meekly, 
**T do a little on the harmonicon.” 

“‘ Language with you—like me—is only aver- 
age. You are not very ‘communicative or 
loquacious on ordinary topics.’ ” 

**T never say ‘Is it hot enough for you?’ ” 

**T thought so. Now on CAUSALITY you are 
huge. You ‘might hold your ground with 
Webster or Bismarck.’ But mebbe you wouldn’t 
care to. However, you are ‘destined to shine 
with a more resplendent lustre and loftier 
flame.’ ”’ 

‘* Where ?” 

‘“‘Hum! Well, ViraTiIvENEss is big. You 
crave immortality.” 

‘**Tis false,’’ said the young man, 
nothing but a larger salary.” 

‘* Well, sir, to sum you up, in SUAVITY you 
are boss. I don’t want to flatter you, sir; but 
to get you right down fine, you ARE ADAPTED 
FOR A STAR SALESMAN! There!’ 

‘‘ And all that for ten cents!” exclaimed the 


young man. 

‘“‘ No, sir,” said the peripatetic. “All that 
for the sake of the Science. ’Tain’t for lucre 
I’m goin’ round like this, feelin’ heads for a 
dime. It’s for the Science. You see before 
you the fruits of thirty-five years experience. 
It’s Phrenology herself that’s been making an 
example of your head. An’ talkin’ of your 
head, sir, your hair is dreffle thin—suppose you 
let me sell you a bottle of this Restorer, war- 
ranted to—”’ 






“T crave 








home every evening—now.”’ 


But just thereabouts he went out. 
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A SIMPLE, GAME, 
T Coney Island, years ago, ere swell hotels were 
reared 





> 
When every one who thither went was bathed 
and <a and wearin - 
t a quiet afternoon, one day, upon the san 
Ana in ® comewhat novel game I somehow took a hand. 


I think I must have been asleep, for, when I turned 
; around, - 

Two strangers sat close by my side upon the sandy 

And, while the waves broke into foam that stole upon 
the shore, 

Those strangers played the simplest game I ever saw be- 


gs 


One had three cards within his hand—a queen, ‘a king,. | 


* -a jack: 
He shuffled them quite ieausiitly, but did it awful slack; 
Then laid them flat upon his knee—the simplest game 
e’er seen— 
And from their backs the other tried to tell which was 
; the queen. 


‘That guesser was a perfect fool, without one grain of wit, 

For ev’ry time he made a guess, he made a miss of it; 

Somehow he failed most clumsily to hit the proper place 

Where was the queen, though it was plain as the nose 
upon one’s face. 


I grew impatient, almost mad, to see him bungle so, 

And gave him hints and nudges, as a fellow will, you 
know, 

Till unto me the dealer turned, and asked if I would 
guess: 

It seemed a very simple game, and so I answered: 
‘6 Ves,” 


He threw the cards so carelessly that every move was 


seen: 
I'll bet a dollar bill,” he said, «‘ you can’t tell which is 
ueen.”” 
‘* T'll take the bet,” I quickly cried, 
the right.” 
I won. He said he did not know I was so keen of sight. 


*¢ The queen is on 


He shuffled up the cards again, and showed them reck- 
less] 


y: 
«This time you cannot guess,” he said; ‘on that I'll 
risk a V.” ; 
I took his bet, for, when he threw, most plainly I had 
seen 
Where fell the card; but, when turned o’er, alas, ’twas 
not the queen! 


*Twas such a very-simple game, I tried my luck once 
more; °° 

The thing was just as plai 

I saw the queen as | 

I put my finger w 







1t0,me as it had been before. 
lay drop in a certain spot; 
7as, but there’s where she was 


I guessed and failed, and: guessed and failed, and guessed 
and failed again; 

Each time he dealt it simpler grew, and seemed to me 
more plain. 

I guessed and failed until at length I could no longer 


Pays ; 
And then, without a single word, those strangers slipped 
away. 


Now I don’t know those three-card men, nor know I 
’ whence they came, 
Nor how a man can lose his stamps at such a simple 


game. * 
It is a very simple game, yet it cleaned my purse outright; 
It is a very simple game, yet I walked home that night. 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 
No, CII. 


SOME SUMMER 
HOTELS. 

Ya-as, at the. we- 
quest of some.of the 
fellaws who wejoice 
in calling themselves 
my fwiends, 1 have 
been -wanderwing 
‘ about ‘among a var- 


wiety of Summah 





‘+ bawacks on an inferwiah scale. 


wesorts, all maw or. 
less celebwated faw 
the salubwity of their climate and othah 
attwactions. . 

Aw, I shall not wefer to these places by their 
extwaordinarwy names, because ‘I weally can’t 


wemembah them;. but I feel pwetty certain that 
the averwage weadah will wecognize the wurwal 
spots fwom my bwilliant descwiption. 
Amerwicans, as a mattah of course, and in 
common with othah wespectable people who 
make some pwetensions to civilization, like to 
get a bweath of fwesh air in the countwy when 
the weathah is inclined to be pleasant. - At 


-home, ye know, it’s the pwopah thing to twavel 


abwoad, or to go to one’s place in the interwiah 
aftah the season. 

But the Eurwopean pwactice is far pwefer- 
wable to the Amerwican system. 
mierwicans wush away to one of the places 
ferwed to, The hotel is generwally 
:barn-like stwucture, wesembling 
A mountain, 
a wivah, or othah watah arwangement, is fwe- 
quently in close pwoximity to the b-b-barn, but 
the wemaining portions of the immediate vici- 
nity—I mean the gwounds—are wemarkably 
wough and waw, and appe-ah as if they had 
been manufacturwed in a verwy pwimitive 
perwiod—perwhaps soon aftah the cweation of 
the worwld, All the countwy and woads in 
the immediate neighborwhood are exceedingly 
wetched—so verwy differwent fwom much- 
fwequented pleasure wesorts in Eurwope, espe- 
cially Gweat Bwitain. 

A whole wegiment of Amerwicans and their 
families take up their wesidence in this barn- 
carwavansarwy and appe-ah to me to lead a 
wemarkably odd sort of life. They wise everwy 
morning, and faw two or thwee hours there is 
an extensive stweam of bweakfastahs who cwowd 
the tables in the wefectorwy and wevel in beef- 
steak, wolls, many kinds of bwead, and a 
varwiety of othah edible and dwinkable ar- 
wangements. A similah exhibition takes place 
early in the aftahnoon at a meal called dinnah, 
if it is at all entitled to that name at such a 
horwibty early hour of the day. Anothah feeding- 
match, called suppah, comes off about sunset. 

So much faw the eating and dwinking in 
chorwus. 

Aftah bweakfast, I believe, there is a wegulah 
woll-call to find out if anybody is lost, stolen, 
or stwayed. The temporwary hotel wesidents 
then “ bweak off” and stwoll about the verwan- 
dahs, and smoke and wead and west. Some of 
them go out faw a dwive in borwowed vehicles 
dwawn by horwible scwews fwom a liverwy 
stable, and make desperwate efforts to discovah a 
wespectable woad to twavel ovah. The old and 
and young women gossip and pwetend to em- 
broidah, and amuse themselves by enterwing 
into conversation with verwy young fellaws, 
chiefly Amerwican college undahgwaduates, 
There are generwally twenty-thwee female 
cweatures to one of the woughah sex, and he 
is mostly a aw boy—but the enterpwising gyurls 
make a pwodigious fuss of him, and arwange 
faw an honorwable and equitable division of 
his attentions to twot them out in a quadrille or 
waltz or some othah dance, or play at chil- 
dren’s games in a ball-woom, to the accompani- 
ment -of two or thwee bwoken-down instwu- 
ments discoursing dyspeptic music. 

It seems wathah an arbitwary wule, but I am 
cwedibly informed it is always stwictly carwied 
out—but weally no lady is permitted to entah 
any of these hotels unless she makes an affidavit 
that she can at least we-ah two new dwesses 







daily durwing the perwiod of their sojourn, and 


Jack says there are few instances of perjurwy on 
wecord. 

And this is the mannah in which the ma- 
jorwity of Amerwican people bweathe the fwesh 
air in summah aw. 








The Modern Argo, published at Quincy, IIL., 
is a most acceptable exchange. Its articles 
‘and paragraphs are far superior to the average 
western newspaper, and its get-up is exceed- 
ingly attractive. 











POLICE RECORD 


FoR THE WEEK ENDING AUGUST 23RD, 1879, 








‘¢The Finest in the World.” 








Answers Foy the Anrious. 





HASELTINE.— Sorry her lot. 


PATERFAMILIAS.—Don’t write paragraphs. Mind the 
baby. If you haven’t a baby, mind your eye, 


SERGENs.—Sit down again, It is not the voice of fame 
calling you. It is only the howl of the Cappawhoopoo, 
chanting the premonitory hymn of oblivion. 

ASPIRANT.—There is no extra charge for aspiring, so 
we suppose you may keep on in your present business as 
long as you find it possible. We see no chance for you 
in any other line. 


J. Hancox. — “Can you. learn French without a 
master?” Possibly you can; we really can’t say posi- 
tively. But a cursory examination of your handwriting 
leads us to believe that you couldn’t learn French with- 
out a—well, without a regiment of college professors and 
a pile-driver. 

LILLiz.—Let him go. He's no good. That’s it, fair 
maid. In the coarse and vulgar language of your younger 
brother, he’s N. G. A young man who throws garden- 
sods at you when you smile on him, who trips you up 
with the lawn-mower if you call him Willy, and who 
sticks his fist in his mouth when you want to kiss him, is 
altogether too diffident ever to respond satisfactorily to 
such coy intimations of affection as a young lady is privi- 
leged to give him. Let him loose, Lillie, and try an 
easier one. 

NEw YORK RUBBER COMPANY.—Permit us to own 
with thanks, receipt of invoice of small rubber Pucks. 
We consider them speaking—also squeaking— likenesses. 
In response. to your kind inquiry, we will say that we are 
pretty fairly supplied with “little ones.” At least, we 
have nothing to complain of in that way. Several olive- 
branches wish to send you thanks through this column. 
And the returns are not all in yet. In fact—well, never 
mind—the Pucks are very pretty, and quite an inspira- 
tion in toys. ‘They are the Correct Kibosh in Pucks, 

P.S.—If you have a couplé ‘mote to spare you can 
send them in. The two bachelor members of this staff 
want to know why they can’t have any. 
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ARCHIE GASCOYNE 


A ROMANCE OF SKYE, 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR PUCK, 
BY 
JOHN FRASER, 


AUTHOR OF 
«Effie: a Tale of Two Worlds;” ‘Essays from the Westminster;” ‘Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter; ” 
“¢Fair Fragoletta;” ‘* Scottish Chapbooks;” ‘*A Dream of a Life;” 
** Legends of Lorne;” “ Lone Glengartney,”’ 
etc., etc., etc. 


CHAPTER XX. 


“ The air seems full of murder.” 
—OLD PLay. 


RopERiIco.—‘ Hark! what was that?” 
PRINCE.—‘‘ Naught heard I but the wind.” 
RopDERIGO.—‘‘ The wind? Methought it sounded like 
a shriek 
As from a drowning man.” 
—CALDERON. 


state of mental confusion, doubt, grief 

and despair into which the sight of the 
note plunged Archie. All that evening he went 
about like a man in a dream; moving, eating, 
drinking and speaking like an automaton; me- 
chanically and all unconscious of what he did 
or said. 

He confined himself to his own room as 
much as he could, but this was not always pos- 
sible. At dinner he had to put in an appear- 
ance, and he could not very well help accom- 
panying the rest of the gentlemen to the bil- 
liard-room afterwards. 

But, do what he would, he found it simply 
impossible to so thoroughly control himself 
as not to excite speculation and talk by the 
strangeness of his manner, and though his plea 
of illness was accepted as sufficient by Mrs. 
Macdonald and the family generally, it did not 
altogether satisfy either Maggie or the Doctor. 

The former, in particular, was sadly per- 
plexed. The suddenness of the attack; his 
extraordinary confusion; the desperate haste 
with which he had rushed from the room; his 
excessive pallor and the strangeness of his man- 
ner all the rest of the day, were inexplicable. 

Then, too, she could not help seeing that he 
had studiously and designedly kept aloof from 
her all the evening. At first she could hardly 
bring herself to believe it, but, after trying in 
vain several times to engage him in one of 
those private little téte-a-tétes in which lovers 
delight, she was forced to admit the unpalat- 
able and most unaccountable truth that, for 
some reason or other, Archie wished to avoid 
her. 

Naturally, the thought was not a pleasant 
one, and though she tried hard, poor girl, to 
excuse him on the ground of illness, she could 
not quite forgive him. Hence her manner to- 
ward him became gradually cold, stiff and re- 
served; so much so that both her mother and 
Flora spoke to her about it after dinner. 

“Have you and Archie been quarrelling, 
dear?” said Mrs. Macdonald to her when they 
had retired to the drawing-room. 

‘‘ No, mama, dear; why do you ask ?” 

‘** Because both of you seem so distant and 
restrained, compared with what you usually are 
toward each other, that I”— 

‘‘ Oh, mama, you are surely mistaken, Ar- 
chie was taken suddenly very unwell and feels 
all out of sorts—that is all.” 

“‘ Well, well, dear, I am glad it is nothing 
worse, Not that I don’t sympathize with the 


¢ would be impossible to exaggerate the 








poor boy—you know I do, but I am glad you 
have had no disagreement. Lovers’ tiffs, as 
they are called, are all very well, and it’s pleas- 
ant to make things up again, but take my ad- 
vice, dear, and have as few of them as pos- 
sible.” 

Flora, however, was not so easily put off. 
The plea of illness was all very well in its way, 
but a slight indisposition should not make a 
man a brute. Yes, she would repeat it, let 
Maggie be as angry asshe pleased. Archie’s 
conduct had been simply disgraceful, and she, 
for her part, wouldn’t have stood it had she 
been in her place. 

It was in vain that Maggie tried to defend 
her lover. 

‘“‘If we girls,” retorted her sister, “‘ behaved 
in the same way every time we had a tooth- 
ache or headache, what would anybody say ?” 

The Doctor, she was sure, would never have 
acted like Archie; he was too good-natured for 
that; in fact, too much of the gentleman. And, 
besides, she did not believe that it was all ow- 
ing to that illness. He had been well enough at 
breakfast, had eaten a first-rate lunch, and made 
a by no means bad dinner. 

** Tllness! — fiddlesticks!’”” — and the ener- 
getic little lady snapped her fingers indignantly 
—‘ it was ill-nature, or something worse.” 

The upshot of it was that poor Maggie was 
forced to take refuge in tears and the solitude 
of her own room. 

Nor did Archie himself altogether escape 
similar cross-questionings. Both the Doctor 
and the Count tried hard to, as the former ele- 
gantly put it, “pump” him; but with small suc- 
cess, 

‘*T don’t feel well,” was Archie’s sole reply. 
**T’m out of sorts. Leave me alone, like a good 
fellow; I’ll be all right by and by. 

‘‘ By and by?” retorted Bob in disgust. 
‘* Well, then, me boy, you’d better hurry up 
that by and by as fast as ye plaze, for I kin tell 
ye that it’s the reverse of a lively companion 
ye are to-night; by no means what society in 
jineral would call a nice young man for a small 
tay-party.” 

Archie, however, made no further answer; 
his spirit seemed utterly to have left him, 
greatly to the surprise of his friends, who had 
never hitherto suspected him of being so 
** soft.” 

They were not, however, long troubled with 
his ‘company, for Archie seized the first 
opportunity that offered to slip out of the room 
and retire to his bedroom, where for nearly two 
hours he sat motionless, with bent head, star- 


.ing at vacancy. 


The more he thought of it the more terribly 
was he confounded. Not until now had he 
realized how much the young girl had been to 
him; Aad been, for she could never be any- 
thing more now. Heavens! how he had loved 
her, and believed in her; believed in her love 
for him, in her good faith. 

Even yet he found it hard, terribly hard, to 
believe her untrue; and yet there were the 


damning proofs of her infidelity, which no 
amount of reasoning could get over. 

But he would give her one more chance, 
Much as he revolted from the idéa of catching 
her, as it were, in crimine delictu, he would do 
it. And then—ah, that “‘then”—he would 
quietly leave the place, and for ever. 

There would be no last words, no explana- 
tions, no farewells or good-byes with any one. 
The facts of the case would soon be known, 
and even supposing the blame were thrown on 
him, and he were thought guilty of having 
proved untrue to her and deserted her, he was 
content to be misunderstood and maligned. 
Better a thousand times that the shame should 
fall on him, as the despair and sorrow already 
had, than that she, whom even yet he could 
not but love, should share the grief and the re- 
proach. 

And as to him—his successful rival —her lover 
—for he did not for a moment doubt that it was 
Macleod—well, as to him—hé should leave him 
to the contempt and scorn of his.own mean, 
perjured soul, if a soul so small could ever 
feel shame. Buf let him never again cross his 
path. To save her good name, and ward off - 
additional shame and sorrow and scandal from 
a family which he had learned to respect and 
love, he would allow the caitiff to go unpun- 
ished, so far as he was concerned. But—and 
the expression of the young man’s face was not 
a pleasant one as his thoughts brought him 
back to that ‘‘ but.” He checked himself, 
however, and, rising with a groan, proceeded 
to pack his things. The task did not take up 
much time, and would have taken less had he 
not lingered a while over one or two books— 
one or two notes; Aer books—Aer notes. Not 
until then, not until the moment when with a 
groan of agony he tore up her letters—there were 
only two of them, and they were short—and 
turned his back resolutely upon the books, had 
he drank to its dregs the bitterness of his 
anguish and despair. 

By the time these arrangements were com- 
pleted it was well on to eleven o’clock, and now 
he was confronted by fresh difficulties. From 
the wording of the note, and the absence of 
date and locality of trysting place, it was im- 
possible to know when or where the appoint- 
ment was to be, if indeed it had not taken 
place already. On the first blush of it he had 
jumped to the conclusion that the meeting was 
to come off that night. But second thoughts 
showed him only too clearly that that was by no 
means certain—hardly, indeed, even probable. 
He would, however, put it to the test. In any 
case there could be no doubt as to the writer of 
the note. ‘‘M” was, of course, Macleod, and 
the thought was madness, As to the trysting 
place, it could hardly be far from the house, 
and of all likely places quite the most likely 
were the garden and the avenue in the little 
wood overlooking the shore, some two hundred 
feet or so to the right of the house, and known 
as the Lover’s Loan. At any rate, he would try 
both places, and should the meeting not come 
off that night he would wait, with what patience 
he could, some nights longer in the hope of 
clearing up the mystery, if that could be called 
a mystery about which there could hardly be a 


doubt. 


Like all the Skye families, the Macdonalds 
went early to bed, and when close upon half- 
past ten Archie slipped down the stairway and 
out by the front door, which was never locked, 
the house was perfectly still, and all the lights, 
save that in the hall, were out. We have said, © 
except that in the hall, but on Archie looking 
up at the windows from the outside he saw that 
Maggie’s room was another exception. He 
shuddered as if a cold wind had chilled him. 





The night was dark, spite of the fact that the 
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moon was nearly full, and what is called a 
“Scotch mist” enveloped sea and land, and 
obscured the sky. A nasty, raw, uncomfortable 
night it was, much to Archie’s surprise, for he 
was unaccustomed to these sudden changes of 
weather which are so frequent in the Western 
Highlands of Scotland, and he had to strike a 
light in order to discover the time by his watch. 
It wanted eight minutes of eleven as Archie 
took up a position behind some shrubbery 
on the lawn, from which, without being seen, 
though of that there was no fear, owing to the 
drizzling rain and darkness, he commanded a 
view of the hall-door, and could at once detect 
every entrance and exit. 

As the moments slowly passed and the hour 
approached, the watcher’s anxiety grew more 
and mere intense; his breath came and went in 
short gasps, and he could hear his heart beat 
loud and fast. But the hour came and went, and 
still the solitary light burned in the room he 
knew so well, and still at intervals that shadow 
crossed and recrossed the white linen blind, 
and still she came not. At length, just as he 
was beginning to think that the meeting had 
been fixed for some other time, the door was 
cautiously opened and a figure—the figure he 
knew so well—enveloped in a long, dark-grey 
cloak, with cape and hood, slipped gently out. 
In his agitation Archie started back and some 
branches rustled. The noise, though slight, 
was distinct, and the young girl, in her turn, 
gave a start like a frightened fawn and stood 
still, But the sound was not repeated, and, 
after a’ moment’s hesitation, she walked off into 
the mist and the night. 


* 
* * 


Lover’s Loan, as the place had been chris- 
tened by the popular. voice, is a narrow walk 
along the edge of the cliff, which at this point 
attains its highest height, being over a hundred 
feet above the shore. The path runs through 
a small wood or plantain, and was a favorite 
promenade for smokers on pleasant evenings. 
Towards this walk Maggie made her way with 
swift, noiseless steps—so swift, indeed, that. 
Archie, who after her departure had stood still 
for some minutes, as if unable to make up his 
mind what to do, lost trace of her in the dark- 
ness, This, however, mattered little, as from 
the direction in which she had gone he guessed 
her destination. Less familiar with the road 
than she, he stumbled along slowly in the dark 
for a considerable time before reaching the 
wood, and after getting there lost further time 
in the attempt to discover the exact spot 
whither she had gone. At last he found it; 
the sound of voices directed him the way. 

Had it not been for the faint shimmer of the 
sea it would have been almost impossible for 
him to have seen any one, and as it was he 
could only with difficulty descry, dimly out- 
lined against the dull grey surface of the water, 
two figures. The wind, too, had risen, and 
what with the lapping of the water on the 
beach, the rustling of leaves, and the incessant 
patter of rain on the trees overhead, it was with 
infinite difficulty that he could make out even 
scattered fragments of the conversation. Mag- 
gie had her back to him, and her companion 
had his to the water. He was half resting 
against a low paling that skirted the edge of the 
precipitous cliff, and one arm was around her 
waist. It was impossible for him to discern 
more than the rude outlines of the two figures; 
but he had no difficulty in recognizing both. 
It was Captain Macleod. 

Their interview was evidently drawing to a 
close, but to that Archie was indifferent. He 
was no eave’sdropper. All he wished to ascer- 
tain was the identity of the man, and as to that 
he had never much doubt. To describe his 
sensations as he saw her whom he had thought 
was all his own in another’s embrace would be 








impossible. With ali his extraordinary power 
of self command he could with difficulty refrain 
from leaping forward and hurling his rival over 
the cliff. 

** My own love,” he could hear him say, and 
her response, though the words were drowned 
by the noise of wind and water, was—he felt 
instinctively—in a similar vein. The other had 
given her what seemed like a packet, and she 
threw her arms around him and kissed him pas- 
sionately. 

**Good-by dearest,” Archie could just hear 
her say; the rest was lost. It was too much for 
him, and he suddenly made a step as if to rush 
forward. With a last supreme effort he checked 
himself; but it was too late. They had heard 
him, and guiltily-like and frightened started 
asunder. 

“Oh, God,” cried the young girl, her face 
blanched with horror, ‘‘ who’s that ?” 

The Captain, having his face to the woods, 
was the first to detect Archie’s figure, and leaped 
forward to seize him. But the young English- 
man, maddened by passion, was too quick for 
him. , 

“‘ Traitor—dog,” he hissed, clutching him by 
the throat, “‘you are beneath contempt,’’—say- 
ing which he hurled the other from him. The 
unfortunate man tripped and with acry fell 
against the low paling. The frail structure 
immediately gave way, and the next moment 
the body lay limp and lifeless on the rocks a 
hundred feet below. 

Long as it has taken us to describe, it was all 
the work of a moment. With a wild shriek the 
young girl fainted away, and Archie, horror- 
stricken and stunned, was left—almost literally 
— alone. His first thought was for his rival. The 
body he could not see in the intense darkness, 
nor the path down the sheer and perpendicular 
cliff. But despair gave him courage and 
strength. Next moment he was clambering 
down the rocks as well as he could. In broad 
daylight the descent was sufficiently perilous, 
even for a mountaineer; and in the dark it would 
have been pronounced by most people impos- 
sible. But Archie, with torn clothes and bleed- 
ing hands, reached the bottom in safety. With 
trembling hands and wildly beating heart he 
groped for the body. ‘He found it. He placed 
his ear against the heart—the mouth; he felt 
the pulse. Great God, he was dead. 


(To be continued.) 
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Puck's Bechanges. 
One out of a hundred—gg. — Cincinnati Sat. 
Night. 
Her bosom-friend—Cotton.— Baltimore Ev- 
ery Saturday. 


PHILADELPHIA has just had some excellent 
Noah’s ark weather.— Phila. Kronikle- Herald. 


THE mule is of an even disposition; he al- 
ways behaves faccording to his wont.—Boston 
Post. 

Grant declines a third term. This is over 
$100,000 out of Secor Robeson’s pocket.— 
Phila, Kronikle-Herald, 

‘* Hatr a loaf is better than none,’’ as the 
corner-loafer said to the policeman when told 
to move on.— Wheeling Leader. 

Tue diamond fallen into the dirt is not the 
less precious.—[Persian Proverb]. The same 
is not true of the pared peach.— Boston Post. 
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WHENEVER our eyes we cast on the list of 
esteemed contemporaries 

We see that as to what’s in a name opinion 
widely varies, 

But though we scan the list all through, from A 
even unto Izzard, 

We find no name to match that of the Jim River 
(Dakota) Biszard, 

Unless it be contended that the title may pass 
muster 

Beside it of the Mississippi City (Louisiana) 
Buster. 

O may they live in happiness, these papers of 
dread names, 

And never get up a controversy about the 
Southern Claims! 

May envy of the Buster never rankle in the 
gizzard 

Of the editor of the radical Jim River (Dakota) 
Blizzard, 

And lead him to engage in war, with fearful fuss 
and fluster, 

With the Greenback Mississippi City (Louisiana) 
Buster! 

May the editor of the Mississippi City (Louisiana) 
Buster 

Forbear to exhibit any of the sectional bounce 
and bluster, 

And threaten to transfix, as one might do a 
snake or lizard, 

With his bowie-knife his brother of the Jim 
River (Dakota) Blizzard. 

May fortune pour a golden shower on them that 
will be eternal, 

Till the bank account of each is as long as the 
title of his journal; 

May he never see, the editor of the Jim River 
(Dakota) Biizzard, 

The mercury at 98 through his ulster’s collar’s 
vizard ; 

And in December’s snows may he not have to 
go in his duster, 

The man of the Mississippi City (Louisiana) 
Buster! — Chicago Tribune. 





RoscoE CoNnkKLING has been invited out 
again, but, as there was a shot-gun behind him, 
he accepted the invitation this time.— Baltimore 
Every Saturday. 


As Nellie Grant is not dead, the poets who 
have already evolved sonnets on the event are 
gloriously sold.—_V. Y. Star. 


A YOUNG writer was knocked down by a 
tramp recently, but being a swift runner, he 
saved his comic opera.—JV. Y. Séar. 


Jerr Davis has a splendid opportunity of 
showing his devotion to the South by volun- 
teering to nurse the yellow-fever victims at 
Memphis.— Fhila. Kronikle-Herald. 


As ConkKLING’s usefulness as a Senator is 
about over, we suggest that he be made manager 
of the two female base-ball nines now ravishing 
this country.— Phila. Kronikle-Herald, 


Nosopy ever chased Jim Blaine with a shot- 
gun. When he stole Mulligan’s letters he took 
care to inform himself that the gentleman 
wasn’t armed.—Fhila. Kronikle-Herald. 


THE Chicago 7Zribune says all large cities | 


suffer from the heat except Chicago. The in- 
terest on the Boston mortgages can’t be press- 
ing very hard just now.— Danbury News. 


‘¢ Wuat is the difference between the article 
a woman has in her hand and the woman her- 
self as she steps on a peach-paring while chas- 
ing her undutiful son around the corner?” was 
the very simple question he asked. ‘“‘ It’s easy; 
the one is a slapping slipper and the other a 
slipping slapper,” was his voluntary answer, ac- 
companied by the sickliest grin we ever wit- 
nessed.— ew Haven Register. 
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“Several Ways of getting to 


above Cartoons, new Editions of 
“Puck” Nos. 123 and 125 have 
been published. Copies can be 
had from all Newsdealers, 
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Durinc the Deluge Mr. Noah was in the 
habit of calling his wife an ark angel— Boston 
Home Journal. 


FEcHTER all along knew that he was the 
greatest actor living, and his obituary notices 
give him no new information.—Aew Orleans 
Picayune. 

RicHARD GRANT WHITE says there is no 
such thing as English grammar, and Widow 
Oliver thinks she has discovered her affinity.— 
Boston Fost. 


A MAN at Centre Point, Iowa, has just died 
of Remorse for a crime committed forty-three 
years ago. Remorse is never in a hurry to kill 
a man.— Detroit Free Press. 


A CIRCUS was attacked in a western town the 
other night, and the tent torn down. It was 
the only circus that ever visited the place that 
didn’t advertise, ‘‘ The Only Greatest Show on 
Earth,” and this innovation, no doubt, excited 
the populace to a maddening degree. Circuses 
may omit on their posters pictures of a man 
riding ten horses at one time, with three per- 
sons standing on his shoulders; and an elephant 
standing on his head on the back of another 
elephant, and a man turning a triple hand- 
spring over fifteen camels, without exciting 
comment; but they must not neglect to put the 
**Only Greatest Show on Earth” on their 
bills.— Vorristown Herald. 


“THE NEW JUDEA.” 
“THE PAPAL FARM.” 


“Hints for the Jews.”. 
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Manhattan Beach.” 


To meet the demand for the 
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POND’S EXTRACT owes its wonderful success to merit 
alone. It is now acknowledged as a standard remedy, and is 
largely used by physicians in their every-day practice. Not a day 
passes without the “‘ company”’ receiving some grateful acknow- 
ledgment particularly from persons cured of the following diseases: 
Sore Eyes, Bleeding from the Lungs, Stomach and Womb, Piles, 
blind and bleeding, Catarrh, Rheumatism, etc. Beware of imita- 
tions. Ask for Ponp’s Extrract—take no other. 


ANGOSTURA BITTERS, 


An excellent appetizing Tonic of exquisite flavor now used over 
the whole civilized world, cures Theos Diarrhea, Fever and 
Ague, Oolics and all disorders of th estive organs. 

but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or for the 
genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 
cro” U. 8. Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 








NOT ON THURSDAY. 

**T can’t go with you on Thursday, it’s my day for the chills,” 
a gentleman said to his friend while standing in front of the Tmmes 
office the other day. If he had stepped into the first drug store 
he came to, and bought a 25 cent box of Thermaline, he would 
have been able to make an appointment for that or any other day. 
Chills cannct stand before Thermaline, the only 25 cent Ague 
remedy in the world.—Kansas Crry Times. 





SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten ihe breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 





Langan Gas 50c., Se:s $5.00, Fillings 50c; 
Dr. MICHAELIS, 80 East 4th St., near 2d Ave, 





The “PUCK” CIGARETTE beats all. 


Manufactured by B. Por ak, New York. 























$77 y Address P.O: CRERY. Lageste, Maine 


HOTEL BRIGHTON, 


BRIGHTON BEACH, 
CONEY ISLAND. 





1. H. BRESLIN, 
ta SWEET” | Provrs. 


Acrostic by the Poet Laureate. 


Cheerful tidings! Chills are banished! 
Hail elastic strength and youth! 

Into naught our woes are vanished, 
Noise abroad the glorious truth! 





Kindred ills that long did grieve us, 
All the frightful, ghastly train, 
Like a routed army leave us, + 
Youth regenerate lives again, 
Pain and grief no more afflict us, 
Troubles waver, disappear; 
Up the flag of Chinkalyptus! 
Sold by druggists far and near. 
Chinkalyptus is put up in neat die-struck tin boxes containing 
6 pills at 25 ceuts per box, or $2.75 for family package of One 
iozen. Maucer & Perris, Wholesale Agents, New York. 





G. H. MOMM & CO.S CHAMPAGNE, 


IMPORTATION 1x 1878 


35,906 Cases, 





or 16,270 Cases MOFe 


than of any other brand. 


The best Cigarette is the ‘Puck’ brand. 


Manufactured by B Pottak, New York. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 








ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 


Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free in- 
spection. 


Publisher of “‘DER TECHNIKER,” a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $1.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 


909 BROADWAY 909 


Near 20th Street. 


CARAMELS 


A SPECIALTY. 


Fine Bon Bens unexcelled for 
Excellence of Flavors. 


NEW FRENCH FRUITS. 








VANILLA MOLASSES CANDY. 


Large Assortment of Bonbonnaires in Boxes, 





Baskets and China Ware. 





Favors for the German of our own Importation. 





E. CREENFIELD. 








“MHOA MIN “LS 3NVNG ZLI ‘AYOLOVA HVDSS TWINadWI LY G3IlIddNS S$Hu3z1v30 





Try the “PUCK”? CIGARETTE, 


Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 





“PUCK” CIGARETTES are the best. 


Manufactured by B. Pottax, New York. 























“Just out: TWO NOSES FOR SALE. = 





STANDS. THE TRADE SUPPLIED BY THE 


ISH WITS. PRICE, 15 CENTS, AT ALL NEWS 
WITTY JEWS AND JEWISH Vis RICAN NEWS COMPANY, New York. 
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PUCK. 





ZERO MARX, 


Designer and Manufacturer of 


ENGRAVED METAL SIGNS, 


GLASS SIGNS, 
WIRE SIGNS, 


Druggists’ and Barbers’ Glass Labels and 
Glass Letters, 


EMBOSSING ON WHITE & COLORED GLASS, 


184 East Madison Street, 


CHICAGO, ILL. 
AXD 


127 Market Street, 
ST. LOUIS, MO. 


OLD & RELIABLE raacrant FAIR Flake Cut. 
FRAGRANT VANITY FAIR 
TOBACCO AND CIGARETTES. Lone Cut. 

“ MILD ’’—Rare Old Virginia. * HALVES ”—Rare Old 
Perique and Virginia. New Combinations of these 
Tobacecos. ALWAYS UP TO THE STANDARD. 
Price Medals. Paris 1878. . Peerless Tobacco Works. 

WM. S. KIMBALL & CO., 
Rochester, N. Y. 


SANDIFER, 


DIAMOND (ns 


6th Avenue Hotel. 

NO FANCY PRICES 

THE BEST TRUSS EVER MADE. 
a The genuine Elastic Truss is worn 
with perfect comfort, night and day, 
retaining rupture under the hardest 
exercise or severest strain. Sold at 
greatly reduced prices, and sent by 

mail to all parts of the country. 
Send for full descriptive circular to 

N. Y. ELASTIC TRUSS CO. 
683 Broadway, New York. 





rant 
Six First 























: ‘DLA. MAYER, 
aS HUNGARIAN WINES, 


. 526 Broadway, 
NEW YORK. 





fHE ONLY HOUSE IN. THE UNITED STATES WHER: 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 
No connection with any other House in the United State: 


BOHEMIAN BIER. 
ScEiaiTT & EOL awNe=. 
CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER 
BREWERY, 

Prey a i en Be 
and Sith Stock Ave. A, and East 
tee * BOHEMIAN BIER” to Im- 


ported in ali respects, and to Exeel Domestic and 
peed on in Taste, Color and Substance, thus 


‘BEST SHIPPING BIER.” 
SOLD CHEAPER THAN WEsTERN Bree. 




























a 





COPYRIGHTED. 
IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN'S HATS 





174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 
Between 22d and 23d Streets. Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW YORK. 
THE CELEBRATED . 
CERMAN 9 





STUDENT LAMP. 


IMPORTED ONLY BY 


E. D. BASSFORD, 












HOUSE-FURNISHING, 
HARDWARE, 
CHINA, 
? GLASS, 
CUTLERY, 


SILVERWARE AND 
COOKING UTENSILS. 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13; 15, 16 & 17 COOPER INSTITUTE, WN. Y. CITY. 


IsaacSmith’'s Umbrellas 


QINGHAM, =» sz....81 00 
GUANASO, patented.... 2 OO 


SILK; paragon frame ..... 26560 
The Famed 
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@@ Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
price. 
2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway. 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
£188 BROADWAY, near aoth st. 
405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 





eee 
ESTABLISHED A. D. 1802. 





BROKMAHNE’S 
COMBINATION SHAVING APPARATUS. 








oe 


Strap, Razor Case Razor, Shaving Cup with So: d 
_ Brush, All combined i One. an 


This entirely new invention is the most useful and convenient 
article for gentlemen at home as well as traveling. 

Descriptive Circulars free by mail. 

A very large stock of the most celebrated Speed and Dia- 
mond Speer Razers, being Hamburg hollow 


ground. 
W. BROKHAHNE, 3250 Canal St., N. Y. 


CELEBRATED 
FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 


’ FELT HATS 


FOR‘GENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 


NICOLL, the Tailor. 


139—151 Bowery. 

















PANTS to order .... 060000 secce seeeceesceseesee$300 tO $10.00 
SUITS to order ...... ..s.cccececcsees seeeeceee$T2.00 tO $40.00 
Satisfaction Guaran 


Metropolitan Eleraed Railway, 
OPEN FROM 6:90 A. M. T0 12 P.M. 


RECTOR ST.—Nearest point for Wall street ferry, connects 
with cars for South ferry. 

CORTLANDT ST.—Nearest point for Jersey City and Com- 
munipaw ferries. 

PARK PLACE—Nearest point for Post Office, City Hall and 
Barclay street ferry to Hoboken. 

CHAMBERS ST.—Nearest point for Pavonia and Erie Railway 


ferries. 

FRANKLIN ST. 

GRAND ST —Nearest point for Desbrosses street ferry for Jer- 
sey City, and connecting with cars for Desbrosses and East Grand 
street ferries. 

BLEECKER ST.—Connects with cars for east and west. 

8TH ST.—Connecting with cars for Christopher street and 
East Tenth street ferries. 

14TH ST.—Connecting with cars for East Twenty-third and 
Thirty-fourth street ferries, 

23D ST.—Connecting with cars for Twenty-third street ferry 
» ersey City and East Thirty-fourth street ferry for Hunter’s 

oint. 

33D ST.—Connecting with cars for Weehawken ferry. 

42D ST.—Connects with New York Transfer Company’s cabs 
for Grand Central Depot. 

50TH ST. AND 6TH AV. 

58TH ST.—Sixth avenue entrance to Central Park, connecting 
with cars of Belt Line Railroad. 

PR ST. AND8TH AVE. soTHST. AND oTH AV. +4 
ST. AND 9TH AV. 8:ST ST. AND oTH AV. gb ST. AND 
9TH AV. 104TH ST. AND eo AV. FoR UP-TOWN ‘TRAINS 
take east side stations. FOR DOWN-TOWN Trains take west 
side stations. 

Trains will run to 58th st. and 6th av, and ro4gth st. and goth av. 
alternately, 

Sunday Trains from 12:30 P. M, till 12 Midnight. 

FARE TEN CENTS, 
except between the hours of 5:30 and 7:30 A.M. and 5 and 7P.M., 
when the fare is 5 cents: 


WM. R. GARRISON, 
M. VAN BROCKLIN, 


Superintendent. 


MANHATTAN BEAGH. 


Gilmore’s Band and Levy Afternoon 
and Evening. 








Trains leave foot East 23d st. (crossing the river via steamer 
“Sylvan Grove’’), 8.45, 9-45, 10.45, 11.15 A.M., and half-hourly 
thereafter to 8.45 P.M. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach half-hourly for New 
York via Greenpoint to 10.35 P M. 

Elevated Railroads run to South Ferry, connecting with steamer 
‘ID. R. Martin’ hourly, from 9.25 A.M, to 8.25 P.M., via Bay 
Ridge. 

Steamers ‘“Thomas Collyer’’ and ‘“Twilight’’ Jeave North River 
landings—From 22d st., 9.10, 10.25 A.M., then hourly to 8.25 P.M. 
Leroy st., 9.35 A.M., and hourly to 6.35 P.M. Pier 8, 9.55 A.M., 
and hourly to 6.55 P.M. 

Returning trains leave Manhattan Beach for New York, via 
Bay Ridge, half-hourly to 10.25 P.M. 


ALBANY AND TROY BY DAY BOATS, 


C. VIBBARD and DANIEL DREW, commencing June 2d, leave 
Vestry St., Pier 39, N. R., at 8:35, and 24th St. atg A.M. (B 

Annex boat from BROOKLYN at 8_A. M.) Landing at NY- 
ACK FERRY, WEST POINT, CORNWALL, NEWBURGH, 
POUGHKEEPSIE, RHINEBECK, CATSKILL, and HUD- 
SON. Passengers landing at WEST POINT, CORNWALL, or 
NEWBURGH can return by down boat. Tickets sold and bag- 
gage checked north and west. Tickets or coupons good on Hud- 





son River R. R. received for passage. 








Vienna, Philadelphia 
AND 





American Institute Fair, New York. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANAL ST... NEW YORE, 


Manufacture Gold and Silver Medals and 
Badges for Schools, Colleges and Societies, 
also Class Ri 












ings. Designs and Estimates 
part of the United States. — 

from $3 to $12, all sizes. 
Keys that wind any Watch 25cts. Auto- 
matic Bre-qiese Holder 25 cts. Heavy 
Cased Am Watches $8. Nickel Stem- 
winders $10.—Any of these goods sent free 
oyun receipt of price. 


CORRECT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBL # CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
hours, For culars address with stamp to 





t 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 
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LOUISIANA STATE LOTTERY. 
nstitution was regularly incorporated by the islature 


THE TERM OF TWENTY-Five YEARS, TO WHICH 
Sapo Bae Beg THE STATE is mapa, with capital of 
000, to which ai oy ors added a reserve of 
VER SCALES OR POSTPONES. 113th Monthly Grand 
Distribution, New © Orleans, September 9th. 1857 prices, total, 


ag ¢ er 30,000, "$10, 000, $5,000, etc. 100,000 tickets, 

Paps rs halves one ($1) dollar, Apply to M. A. DAU- 

AX Box aad New Orleans, La; or same at 319 Broaeway, 
New ork. 











Ge 


reoYAL HA 


TICKET OFFICE 





102 NA. SAU ST.NY 
arand Extraordinary Drawing takes place Sept. 12th. 


CAPITAL A Halt Million Spanish Dollars. 
Tickets, $100. Halves, $50. Fourths, $25. Fifths, $20. 
Tenths, $10. Petr oo $5. 
a Clubs and Agents on application. 
DRAWING AUGUST 30. 
"Whole tickets, $1. 


pr oul i a STAT “oanlte Li g30,000. 
Tickets, $3. Halves, $1. 
ALL GERMAN STATE LOTTERIES. 
wm In writing orders or for information please state 
that you saw this in the English ‘‘Pucx.”’ 


W'ttl $5 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 


IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN 


100 FLORINS GOVERNMENT BOND, 


Issue of 1864, 
which Bonds are issued and secured by the Government, 
and are MES A in NUAI 
FOUR TIMES A 
until each and every Bond is drawn NY a larger or smaller 
Premium. Every Bond io. BLA a KS as there are 
N . 
The three highest prizes amount to 
200,000 FLORINS, 
20,000 FLORINS, 
15,000 FLORINS. 
and Bonds not drawing one of the above Prizes must draw'a 
Premium of not less than 
200 PuORESS. 
The next FIRST takes Sar on the 


RST OF SEPTEMBER, 1879, 


and every oc bought of us on or before the first of ; ws 
4 — to the whole prémium that may be drawn thereon on 
that date 
Out-of-town orders, sent in REGISTERED LETTERS and in- 
closing $5, will secure one of these Bonds for the next drawing. 
For Orders, Circulars, or any other information, address any 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO.,; 


150 BROADW CITY, 
ES BORED D SINCE: 1874. 
N.B.—In writing, please state you saw this in the English Puck. 
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A. WERNER & CO., 308 reeled N. Y. 


ial 


= Per Case, 12 Quarts, $7.00. 
* Per Case, 24 Pints, $8.00. 


PATENT COVERS 


FOR 


“AMERICA |rmane “Puce” 


Extra Dry Price $1.00 


FOR SALE AT THE “PUCK” 
OFFICE, 
21 & 23 Warren St., 
And through any Newdealer. 


BACK NUMBERS 


OF 
“PUCK” 
Can be Supplied on Demand. 
Office of “PUCK”, 
21 & 23 Warren St 
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5 HUNGARIAN 
L ~ Tigners and 


in the United States and. 
and personally attending to 
directly from the Wine-growers 
districts of Hungary, and are 
of Wines and Liquors, fo~ 
at reasonable prices. - Orders 
be promptly attended to, and 









Comfort, Durability, 
Lightness and Elegance. 


THONET 


BROTHERS, 


inventors and Manufacturers 
OF THE 
World Renowned 


AUSTRIAN 


BENT WOOD 
Furniture. 


PrincipaL DeroT FOR THE 
Unrrep STATEs: 


808 Broadway, 


NEW YORK, 
ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR 


HOTELS, RESTAURANTS, CAFES, ete. 
Price Lists and Cireulars Gratis. 


DENTAL , OFFICE 


Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess, 
162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 














A. HELLER Be BRO., 
35 & 37 Broad St., and 39 & 41 First Ave., 


are the only ipertove: of 





BR ANCH: “Hotel Hungaria”, No 4 Union Square, 
WITH ELEGANT WINE ROUMS AND RESTAURANT. 





WINES, 
Crown Champagne, 


Canada, who are regularly 
che selection of their Wines 
*in the most renowned Wine 
able to furnish the very best 
Family and Medicinal use, 
left at the above places will 
delivered free of charge. 
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MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c., 


No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St, N. Y. 


THE MINING RECORD. 


$3 a Year. — Sample Copies Free. 


ENLARGED TO THIRTY-TWO PAGES. 


Full news from the Great GOLD and SILVER Mines, Orders 
executed for Mining Stocks in New York or San Francisco. 
A. B. CHISOLM, Proprieter, 

61 BROADWAY. 


CHEAPEST BOOK-STORE wszis, 


175,672 NEW and OLD Standard 
Every Department of Literature. Almost given 
away. Catalogue of General Literature and fiction free. Immense 
Inducements to Book Clubs and Libraries. 

LECCAT BROS. 
3 BEEKMAN ST., OPP. POST-OFFICE, NEW YORK. 











Late 389 Canar STREET. 


at Prices to suit the times. Every Article guaranteed. 





L. DE VENOGE, 
41}South William Street, New York. 


CGENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE 
‘S ‘N 3HL Ni G3LY0dNI 





HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red No. 9 Maiden Lane, 
IMPORTERS OF 


FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 


DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 
DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 
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